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The Fountain Pen 


In the time of the evening shadows, when 
I mourn for the living and dead, 

My tears flow through a fountain pen 
And I’ am comforted. 


In the time of the heart’s reunion, when 
The loves of the past come to me, 

The wine flows out of a fountain pen 
For our marriage of Galilee. 


For if from the dust of the ages 

The All-Father could make men, 
Love can live in the pages 

That I write with my fountain pen. 
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Could We But Know 


Could we but know 
That where our hearts have fainted 
God’s canvases are painted; 

Could we but know. 


Could we but know 

Always in love’s own fashion 

Heart answers heart’s deep passion;. 
Could we but know. 


Could we but know 

That our sincere endeavor 

Is wrought in Life’s forever; 
Could we but know. 
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Evolution 


I found love in a wild rose 

On the heath, before the last drifts of snows 
Had melted, and O, that beautiful hour 
When I fell in love with a flower! 


I found love in a melody 

That came from a winged-thrush to me, 
O’er the meadow, and O, the rapture long, 
When I fell in love with a song! 


I found love in a woman, 

A daughter of Eve, divine and human. 
Wild orchids flamed in the wood, 
Where we wandered and understood, 
And over my heart a terror stole 

When I fell in love with a soul. 
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God Speaks to Me 


God speaks to me in silent places, 
He looks at me through quiet faces, 
But I, amid tumultuous noise, 
Forget the meaning of His voice; 
And in the crowd’s resistless pace 
Have missed the beauty of His face. 
O, silent hills, teach me again, 

The music of His sweet Amen, 
Show me, O faces of the shore, 

The beauty of God’s smile once more. 


Byways 


Turn but a step from the beaten path, 
And you shall see what Nature hath; 
Go a few miles from the city square 
And you shall breathe primeval air; 
Rise but an hour before the dawn, 

And you shall see God’s curtains drawn; 
Speak but a word to the common clan, 
And you shall learn the heart of man. 
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My Country 


Thy hills and evening clouds are red 

With life blood of the sacred dead, 
My country. 

Thy orchard-blown and golden lands 

Are undergirt with patriots’ hands, 
My country, 

And with the great, heroic throng 

¥ give to thee my life, my song, 
My country. — 


What If? 


What if the murmur of the trees at vespers. 

Aeolian. were sometimes angels’ whispers? 

What if with weary feet we walk unknowing 

Where asphodel and amaranth are growing? 

What if, upon our brow, there sometimes 
lingers 

The soft caress of love’s immortal fingers, 

_ Or radiant, before our eyelids holden, 

An angel’s face, a flash of raiment golden? 

What if, in harvest and in seedtime vernal, 

Unfolds the beauty of the life eternal? 
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Of a Million 


Of a million worlds and sons, 

For humanity but one, 

Of a thousand days that cloy 

But one hour of perfect joy; 

Yet that one hour shall make blest 
And illuminate the rest. 


Fear 


I was afraid to be happy, afraid 

Of the laughter of childhood, the smile of a 
maid; 

I was forever guarding the stor 

Of my soul; I was afraid to pour 

My life for the thirsty; I had fear 

Of the loss of a day or a year; 

I was afraid when I saw the bloom 

Of a beautiful flower to make it room; 

When over the red hills a voice called low, 

I was afraid to go; 

And when I looked in your brimming eyes, 

I was afraid of Paradise. 

I was afraid to be happy, and now, 

Sorrow sits on my brow. 
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Nature 


The hazelnuts are not so brown 
As your brown eyes; 

The crimson wood that up and down 
The valley lies 

Has not one leaf so fair 
In Autumn color as your face. 

On sloping meadows where 
The gray mists interlace 

There is not half the mystery 
.That sunders you and me; 

Yet as I look I see how true 

You are in Nature, Nature in you. 


No Wonder 


No wonder in your eyes I see 

The sum of all divinity; 

Wife love and mother love are there 
And girlhood love, and love to dare 

All of life’s sorrows, love to prove 

The very heights and depths of love; 
The love of saints who sought and found 
Where God’s own living streams abound, 
Such love so all-sufficient lies 

Deep in the lustre of your eyes. 
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Naehe Des Geliebten 
(After Goethe) 


I think of you whenever dawn’s gray shimmer 
Awakes the sea, 
I think of you when dreaming moonlight’s 
glimmer 
Floods on the lea. 


I hear you singing in the corn, when only 
The plover cries, 

In deepest night, when on the trail lonely, 
I close my eyes. 


I see you in the waves that dance and glisten 
When shore lines fill; ‘ 

In quiet woods I often go to listen 
When all is still. 


I am with you, for distance cannot sever 
Your love and mine, 

The sun sinks, but the stars that live forever, 
Upon us shine. 
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The Divide 


Slowly we climb the rim-rock’s ragged seams 
Where ancient spruce are gnarled with wind 
and snow; 
The mountain meadows with their silver 
streams 
Glisten like chains of emeralds far below. 


The quaking aspen and the columbine, 
And shady hollows where the wild rose 
blooms, 
We leave to seek the summit where the pine 
Darkly from breathless heights toward 
heaven looms. 


We slip and fall upon the rugged trail, 
We cannot ‘see beyond the mountain wall 
Towering above us, and our spirits fail, 
When, like the dews on thirsting grasses, 
fall 


The cooling breezes of another land; 

A few steps forward, on the. height we stand, 
And gaze with wonder where by man untrod, 
In blue mist, lies the commonwealth of God. 
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The Categorical Imperative 


Obey thy destiny, 

And so shalt thou be free, 
And thou thyself the rod 
That measures man and God. 
Though rime the tempest whine 
Through the rude hut of thine, 
Or Power’s pervading hand 
Await thy least command; 
Though Love or cruel Hate 
Be standing at the gate, 

No power of good or ill 

Can break thy inner will. 
Follow thy guiding star, 

For everything men are 

At last shall be revealed 

In the Elysian field, 

And all that thou hast known 
Shall some day be thine own. 


Follow thy destiny 


Although it mean to thee 
To hang upon the tree. 


we 5 peri 


Eyes Are Brightest 


Eyes are brightest 
After tears, 

Hearts are lightest 
After fears; 

.O’er the soul’s 
Intensest loss 

Falls the shadow 
Of the cross. 


The Redemption 


Tonight I doubted love, for man is base, 

And beauty turns to ashes in a day. 

Love is the feathery foam, the silver spray, 
But deep below the undercurrents race; 
They told me this, the fearful crimes of men 

Done in the name of love, the grievous 

stain 

That love has left, the sorrow and the 

pain— 
And so I bowed my head in sadness,—then 

I looked into your gentle face where shone 

Love glorified, for love redeems her own. 
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Not in Some Future Hour 


Not in some future hour shalt thou be free, 
Not in some future hour shall come to thee 
Love’s waking call, the seeing of the mind. 
This moment shalt thou hear His voice and 
find 

Thy service art, the primrose at thy door 
Sweet with the fragrance of an unseen shore. 
This moment shall beginning and the end 
Unite in thee and God shall be thy friend. 


The Meadow Lack 


Bare rocks and gray sea and gray sky 
And hillsides brown and dry, 

And my soul is weary. But hark! 

The song of the meadow lark! 

And love is new and faith is strong, 
And skies are ble in his beautiful song, 
While golden hued and sweet 

Bloom sun cups at my feet. 


The Pelican 


I sit upon an ocean cliff 
And the waste of waters scan, 
And the only living thing I see 
Is a lonesome pelican 
Skimming along the crest of the surf, 
And I think of the hfe of man 
Upon the surf of eternity, 
Alone like the pelican. 


The Sucf 


Out of the blue deep waking, 
Gathering, bending, breaking, 

Opal and pearl and white with spray 
The surf beats on the shore all day. 


Out of the dark appearing, 

Gathering, groping, nearing, 

Shadow born, the spirit white 

Of the surf walks on the shore all night. 


Day and night and night and day 
The surf breaks on the shore alway. 


So life breaks on eternity. 


fk Oy yes 


Compensation 


Nowhere white clouds and azure sky 
As over desert waste and dry, 
Nowhere flowers profuse and rich 

As under irrigation ditch; 

Nowhere mariposas yield 

Such fragrance as on stony field; 
And where the orange and the peach 
And dusky grape perfection reach 

The hills and unplowed lands are gray 
With sage and cactus, and the day 

Is white with heat on wold and brake 
Until the ocean winds awake. 

O, ye who Eldorado seek 

For happiness, the strong, the weak, 
Remember that we all shall gain 

Our pain through. joy, our joy through pain. 
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California Padres 


They built into the wilderness 
The storied Son of Man, 

Their cloistered missions were upraised 
Upon salvation’s plan. 


In beauty something more they wrought 
Than art, in work and strife 

A holy benediction, 
In living more than life. 


California Coast 


On my left 

Reaching from the gray sky 
A blue expanse of waters 
Rising into opalescent swells 
That break into white spray 
Upon the rocks. 


On my right 

Violet mountains 

Rising from valleys 

Yellow with wild poppies 

Or drab with sage. 

I look into my consciousness and find 
That I am hungry. 
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Something You Can Give 


Something you can give, 
Something can receive, 
Something you can do 
Sometimes just be true; 
Thus, -unmeditated, 
Beauty is created; 

Thus in sweet surprises 
Living joy arises. 

All things else shall fail, 
These alone prevail. 


Bread of Life 


The fairest loaf shall not be meat 
Unless the Master bless the wheat, 
Though fine and white it is not bread 
Until the Lord has first been fed. 


And though we gold and lands inherit 
And with the feast of life are sated, 
We learn that only by the spirit 

Are truth and loveliness created. 
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All Is Fleeting 


All is fleeting, 
Nothing stable, 
Time deleting 
Fact and fable; 
Rocks decaying, 
Mountains moving, 
Only staying 
Life and loving. 


The Rose 


O, Mary, when I saw the crimson rose 
That softly rested on your virgin breast, 
Hardly my bitter, envy I suppressed, 
Thinking how easily a flower grows 

To absolute perfection and of the throes 
Of men who strive to reach a worthiness 

Of things of heaven than thine own no less; 
But then I recollected Nature shows 

That ages long the roses have been striving 
Unto the perfect flower, but now are crowned; 
Perhaps their blood-red petals only prove 
Ages of struggle, but at length arriving 

At perfect beauty, breathe a fragrance ’round, 
Mute prophecy of the soul’s immortal love. 
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Love Words of Long Ago 


Speak to me, Sweet, across the space 
That sunders you and me; 

Lift to me, Dear, your loving face, 
Smiles in your eyes to see. 


Whisper to me across the years 
Music so sweet and low, 

Dry from my eyes the welling tears 
With the love words of long ago. 


Convalescence 


Along the hillsides and the streams today ~ 

The flowering dogwood is as white as spray, 

And in the garden, sheltered from the cold, 

Japonica is like a mass of gold. 

How strangely beautiful these sights appear 

To one who in the snow-time of the year 

Had turned his face toward heaven, with 
painful breath 

To read the changeless horoscope of death. 
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Convalescence 


Here all is still save murmuring of pines, 

On crimson hills of Autumn sunlight shines 

From the blue dome of heaven and melts the 

i frost 

That lingers in the shadows—I am lost 

In reverie; the peace of Nature, deep, 

Descends upon me like an infant’s sleep. 

I scarcely can remember how the pain 

Of yesterday swept through me, how I fain 

Would wrest from Nature with the spirit’s 
might 

Some ladder from the darkness of the night; 

It seemed the soul must triumph over earth 

To freedom as in hope’s immortal birth. 


And yet today the earth in beauty sings 
Unto my soul about the old sweet things, 
And I would lie upon her bosom still 

And watch the sunlight on the crimson hill. 
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The Violin 


I am the Master’s violin, 
And when He draws the bow 
Over the strings my soul within 
Ts wakened, and I know 


The glory of the major key 
When in the breathless hush 

Of dawning nature hearts burst free 
And love to love doth rush. 


But when He plays in minor strain 
The vibrant notes of tears and pain 
I trust, ere ends the song, that He 
Will bring me to the major key. 


Autumn Leaves 


If die we must, how sweet to die 
In colors of the sunset sky, 

And by November tempests tossed 
To wear the jewels of the, frost; 
How beautiful in rest to go 

With the first flutterings of snow, 
And have the final sacrifice 
Written in crystals of the ice. 
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Pilgcims 


When there’s sorrow all about 
And your hearts begin to doubt, 
Just turn nature inside out. 


Then beyond the things that are, 
The unbeautiful that mar, 
You shall find the inner star; 


And redeemed from the Three, 
Time and Space and Matter, be 
Pilgrims of eternity. 


Perhaps 


Perhaps in other worlds those flowers shall 
bloom 
That fall before the gardener’s pruning 
shears; 
Perhaps in other worlds there shall be room 
For our hearts’ yearnings which the shaping 
years 


Have sharply cut away from our life’s tree; 
Perhaps the tender flowerets that fall, 

Perhaps the dream, the love, that could not be 
Shall there become most beautiful of all. 
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The Happiest, Brightest Day 


The happiest, brightest day 
Must have its ending; 

The clearest, straightest way 
Its cross and wending; 

There is no bond too strong 
For Time to sever; 

The one I loved so long 
Has gone forever. 


Were I a Painter 


Were I a painter I would paint 

A portrait of you as a saint, 

Just as I saw you when you stood 
Within the choir—the darkened wood 
Of the old organ—that should be 

The background into which would shade 
Your auburn hair, and unafraid— 

In profile—you would lift your face, 
Adoring loveliness and grace. 


Then someone when the years had flown 
Might know the joy that I have known. 
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The Doctor 


O, Giver of a second life, 
Restorer of our souls again, 

We pray to God in stress and strife 
But come to you in hours of pain. 


The miracles the Saviour wrought 
Beside the shores of Galilee 

With no more healing power were fraught 
Than is your daily ministry. 


If I Should Die 


If I should die tonight, let this be said: 

Sometimes the breath of heaven touched his 
head; 

Sometimes he felt a love as strong and sweet 

As Mary’s when she kissed the Saviour’s feet; 

Sometimes amid the hours of dull routine 

He caught a whiff of fragrance blown from 
green 

Beflowered fields; sometimes he felt the stress 

Of years redeemed within the tenderness 

Of one short moment; though from day to day 

His task was commonplace, obscure his way, 

Sometimes he seemed to grasp and com- 
prehend 

The meaning of his life and of its end. 
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Life’s Overpay 


Two little feet 

That run to greet 
Someone at close of day, 

Two little hands 

For love’s commands, 
Two bright eyes that play; 

Two little curls 

And one little girl’s 
Kiss for life’s overpay. 


So Am I Rich 
_(from the Japanese) 


I’m but a farmer: Good, and yet I know 
The smallest wood-bird, and the farthest 
tree, . 
The flower on the mountain blooms for me, 
The wood tells me her closest secrets, so 
I count me rich. 
You, in the close-built street, 
Say, city comrade, what have you that’s sweet? 
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Farewell 


I am content to leave the mountains high, 
That merge their misty summits with the sky: 
I am content their woods of spruce to leave, 
Their quaking-aspen vales, and shall not grieve 
No more to lie. beneath the fragrant pine 
And watch the sunlight on the hills like. wine, 
For in the land of memory shall grow 

The beauty of the mountains I love so. 


I am content to leave thee, Dear, tonight, 
Beholding thee transfigured in the white 
Moon-silence sifting through the virgin trees. 
Thou art the soul and spirit of all these, 
But in the land of memory shall grow 

Thy beauty into glory—this I know. 
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The Sacred Image 


O, Love, the farthest, fairest dreams of men, 
Their thoughts of happiness and Paradise; 
The realms beyond the stars, the seasons when 

Eternal beauty opens to their eyes, 
Are all—and wisdom teaches me ’tis true— 
But memories and dreams of hours with you. 


The holiest saint that ever knelt in prayer 
Held close a sacred image in his heart 
Of some dear form, and this he worshiped 
there. 
Eternal life and Heaven, in whole and part, 
Are but the image of your loveliness. 
So much has wisdom taught me to confess. 


These but begin and end with you and me: 
In us or nowhere is eternity. 
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The Philosophers 


All the philosophers and all the seers 

Have always told us throughout the years 

That life for each one is of care and failing, 

Of heart suppression and body ailing, 

And I fully believed them but began surmising: 

“That isn’t true of advertising!” 

For in Advertising Land everyone is successful 

And happy. I love to look at the pictures 

Of those pleasant faces, of the landscapes 
restful. 

That’s my ideal, and without fear of strictures, 

I will tell you that every day I am gliding 

Through those mountains and valleys, a fine 
car guiding; 

And the prettiest girls in lovely places 

Turn smiling to me their frank, sweet faces; 

And the chubby babies, I must confess, 

Are just little balls of happiness; 

And sweet young mothers and daddies too 

Doing just what I’d like to do. 

There is nothing pleasant under the sun 

But in Advertising Land it’s done. 

There are beautiful gardens and beautiful 
homes 

And mountains where the vacationist roams, 

And the cool ocean waves rolling up on the 
sand 
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Where mermaids are lolling and dapper youths 
stand, 

And opera gowns and pretty girls’ shoulders 

That flash like pearls in the eyes of beholders! 

O, all that I dream of and all I desire, 

I find in these pictures, as I sit by the fire, 

And I believe advertising is going to make true 

These beautiful pictures for me and for you, 

While the philosophers in their graves shall 
turn 

And murmur softly “Man will learn!” — 


A Definition 


Beauty draws us but is ever distant; 

Being touched, it vanishes. 

What is this beauty that is ever unattainable? 
O, fair one, even your beauty 

Is something above you, beyond you. 

Ys it the reflection of the eternal morning? 
Is it the image of our own souls? 

Is it the instinct that guides 

The plover in his flight beneath the stars? 
But what is that instinct? 

I cannot tell, but I can and will follow. 
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The Child 


When first my mother weaned me, 
I turned my face to Nature; 

On Nature’s arm I leaned me, 
Content to trust her feature. 

When last my mother weaned me, 
As. Death’s wing o’er her hovered, 

From Nature’s pain I screened me, 
Immortal love discovered. 


When I Was Alive 


When I was alive, 

I looked through windows at the cloud, the 
stream, 

The sloping greensward, and the golden gleam 

Upon the throstle’s wing. My mind and heart 

Were but reflections of a little part 

Of God, but when I died, 

I passed the threshold, and the stream, the 
tree, 

The cloud, the throstle were as one with me. 

The image that my life had been became 

Reality, the broken ray the flame. 


The Dedication 


They dedicate the church to-day— 
The sunlight throws a golden ray 
Upon the crimson altar flowers; 
The organ peals in festal tones— 

I think of those who laid the stones. 


The house of God! All things complete, 
The choir and the mercy seat, 

The vaulted roof, the windows deep - 
Whence color soft and shadow falls— 

I think of those who built the walls. 


The vested chorus shouts and sings, 

God’s thoughts in human hearts take wings 
To fly to Him again; and now 

The priest the sacrament adores— 

I think of those who laid the floors. 


O, humble men of common toil, 

Who builded well in sweat and moil, 
This beauteous house of heavenly cheer, 
I wish to-day you could be here! 

No flower so fair, no song so sweet 

As labor’s weary aching feet, 

No nearer God we in our prayers 
Than the spent toiler when he swears! 
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By the Holy Sea 


(from the Japanese) 


Reeds are sighing, 
A veil of_ night 
Hides the sea. 
. Wild geese are crying 
In their flight 
Over me. 


Like a distant troop 
Through the sky 
They come near; 
My spirits droop, 
For next year, 
When wild geese cry, 
I shall not hear. ~ 


The Unseen 


In the cogmic scene, 

God stands behind the screen; 
In the elements 

God is beneath the sense; 
From an unseen urge 

Stars and suns emerge; 
Underneath the whole 
Gropes the oversoul. 
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Memory 
(from the Japanese) 


Dead are the fair spring days. 
The wind has torn the flowers and the 
leaves 
Out of my arms, but on my silken sleeves 
Plum-blossom fragrance stays. 


The Pilgtim 


Love is a pilgrim, journeying day by day 
Unto the Holy Land, 

And blessed are those souls along the way 
Who see and understand, 

And when the night is dark and tempests rage, 

Who give love harborage. 


The clouds are rising from the mountain pass, 
Again ’tis break of day, 

And pearls of dew are shining on the grass; 
My love is on its way; 

For one undying moment, in your breast 

My love found rest. 
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Only Sow! 
(from the Japanese) 


There are no acres fully reprobate— 
Sow, and in patience wait when you have 
sown, 
And if you chide an unpropitious fate, 
And mourn swift disappointment, fortune 
late, 
Believe me, that the fault is part your own. 


An Evening 


In the air of the evening, moist and still, 
Was the odor of fresh-plowed ground, 
When we climbed together upon the hill; 
From below came the piping sound 
Of crickets—your eyes toward heaven were 
turned 
Where the stars like a thousand candles 
burned, 
And you seemed to pray, and I understood 
What you said not, and loved you—thus I 
wooed. 
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Vespers 


Down in the hollow of the pasture hovers 
sleep; 

Brown meadow-lands in hazy distance sweep; 

Westward, gray cloud-waves, like a fairy sea, 

All flecked with golden spray, seem silently 

Breaking beyond the regions of the years, 

Where faintly through their ocean mist ap- 
pears 

The sunlit outline of a magic coast 

A moment—then alas! the view is lost. 

The night sweeps down upon the fairy sea, 

Leaving dark clouds and stern reality. 

And as the shadows all about me creep, 

Hopeless in sorrow I sink down to weep, 

When lo, through bits of cloud, all torn and 
whirled, 

Shines forth the calm light of another world. 


— A 


The Abiding 


Again the evening sun is sinking low, 

Again the day has passed as long ago 

The days have passed, and in our hearts once 
more 

Comes sweet the worship as in days of yore. 


In restless change the years have passed away 
And in our hearts have come from day to day 
The graver colors, but tonight we raise 

Our hearts in prayer as in the former days. 


Loved faces that with joy we looked upon, 

And childhood dreams, and hopes of youth 
are gone, 

But as the light is fading from the sky, 

We lift our hearts as in the days gone by. 


Insurgency 


I come from thy wide plains, O, West, 

Bearing a message to the East. 

I bring the message of broad fields, 

Horizons vast, 

Of cities lying in content 

Under the blue sky; 

Where rustic blood of pioneers 

Still flows, and man meets man 

Forgetful of the past, remembering 

Only the courage of the pioneer, 

And Nature’s bounty. 

I come from schools where boys and girls 

Are nursed in freedom, where they breathe 

The winds that course the plains; 

Where grown men league together calmly 
building 

Communities of homes and happiness. 

To thee, O, East, 

I bear the message of the West: 

The New Democracy! 
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Philosophy 


All day I reasoned with my grief, 
At night I calmed my brow; 

Philosophy had brought relief, 
And I could bear it now. 


And so my sleep was deep and sound 
That foldeth down the years, 

But in the night I woke and found 
My cheeks were wet with tears. 


Der Masstab 


T think sometimes in every heart a dream 

Of perfect beauty dwells, sometimes there 
seem 

To come sweet promises when over hills 

At sunset Heaven her cup of nectar spills, 

Or when some form a grace divine betrays 

In fragrant gardens or on crowded ways. 

Sometimes the tides within us seem to meet 

The blue tide rising from the sea, or sweet 

The melody of voice or violin 

Hath touched that hidden chord that was 
within, 

And all is beauty, and above all sense, 

The soul discards its mortal measurements. 
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Adieu 
It is something of death to part, 
And with every hour and place 
One leaves a bit of one’s heart, 
And the breath of a last embrace. 


The Pauper’s Curse 


Into the deepest Hell that souls unlearned 
Imagine not, but dimly guess through pain 
Borne dumbly through the years; to fires that 
burned 
In brains uncomprehending, where the vain 
Pale ghosts of murdered childhood seem to 
Ra 
And turn to ghastly forms; to regions where 
Ere morning has begun the daylight dies 
And all the senses seem to gasp for air;— 
Into this Hell be those condemned to go 
Who robbed me of my life, but may they 
know 
They suffer not for this, but for the ill 
That gave me alms and robbed me of my will! 
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Labor 


For this O, Lord,.I chiefly owe Thee praise, 
That Thou hast filled my moments and my 
days 
With labor. Oftentimes the stern command 
Of duty I could hardly understand 
Until-I saw how fair the heavens are 
In earliest morning, or how blown from far 
Awakening pastures comes the morning breeze, 
Then I rejoiced in toil that brought me these. 
I prayed for peace, but labor drove me forth 
That I might measure what my life was worth. 
How great the treasures of that pilgrimage! 
Heroic deeds and thoughts of every age. » 
Journeys o’er mountains and across the sea, 
Friendships in cottages upon the lea, 
The inward strength that hardy labors prove, 
But chiefly this: the recompense of love. 
Love met in fields, in schools and everywhere, 
By labor glorified, in labor fair! 
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The Seasons 


O, Gwen, Time hurries on; your girlish grace 
Lasts not forever, for the lending years 
Recall the Springtime freshness of your face; 
Your beauty that oft woke my heart to tears 
Shall linger with some morning long ago 
When you and I walked through the wood- 
land: where 
The dogwood bloomed, or with some evening’s 
glow 
When moonlight fell upon your golden hair. 
So, Gwen, be not unwise, for every day 
Has its own beauty, and the former things 
Yield to the new, the hours never stay, 
And Summers must succeed the fairest 
Springs; 
But those who to the season’s time are late, 
Losing the season, must forever wait. 
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Man 


I stood upon the heights of Delaware 

And gazed into the misty distance where 

Like seaweed patches on an ocean floor 

Farms, woods, and meadow-lands sloped to- 
ward the shore 

And like a speck, a hundred miles away, 

The great metropolis of nations lay. 

And then I thought: “What tiny creatures 
here, 

Beneath the ocean of the atmosphere.” 


Love the Master 


Though Love is blind, by Love it is I see 
Beyond the darkness and obscurity 

Of learned scribes and teachers of the world. 
In Love’s academy each leaf that’s whirled 
By Autumn winds, each crimson maple bough 
Instructs me that about us even now, 

Still clinging to the rags of centuries, 

God throws the scarlet mantle of the trees. 
What care I for the vanities of old? 

The sightless master shows me living gold; 
And blind to theories of forgotten art, 

Love teaches me the language of your heart. 


Materialism 


While swift the world sweeps on among the 
spheres, 

Unfolding still the ever-changing years, 

While wave-washed golden sands unnumbered 
be, 

And day brings sunshine, night the stars, shall 
we 

Be satisfied with merely food and fire? 

And is that all? The height of our desire. 

A home, a business? Better far than these 

Beflowered hillsides, days among the trees. 

No raftered house but heaven is our home, 

Our business not with dollars but with stars; 

We need the faith of tribesmen who could 

roam 
Through mountains, swamps, preferring toils 

and wars 

To servitude, or of the ancient Greek, 

To whom on barren shore the gods might 
speak. 
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Setting Sail 


As the fitful gusts recover 
Strength until the boat sails free, 
So the wind that blows us over, 
Over the eternal sea, 


_ Comes in gusts, each gust grows stronger 
More and more the winds prevail, 
Till our bark resists no longer, 
And we suddenly set sail. 


When Our Own Beloved Go 


When our own beloved go, 

Parting tears begin to flow, 

But the parting’s less intense 

When our best selves have gone thence, 
And the parts that do remain 

Reckon neither joy nor pain. 
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This Hour 


Within the old gray castle on the hill 

The very air is still 

Where once the hollow armor rang; 

In halls where brown-faced soldiers sang 

Blue gentians grow, 

And down the long dark corridors 

The night wind stirs 

Where one time blushing maids with wonder- 
ing eyes 

Listened to tales of mighty mysteries 

Of love undying—and all this has passed, 

And you and I, dear Heart, like these at last, 

Must cease to be, but now pine-fragrant blows 

The morning wind, and as my spirit flows 

With ecstasy in this one perfect hour, 

Drinking the wine of life in all its power, 

Eternity no longer I implore, 

This hour enough for me for evermore. 


God 


The coral clings unto the shore, 
The ivy to the wall; 

My heart has found whereon to cling 
And that is all. 


For, more than answer to a cry, 
Than strength to faltering knee, 
Than goodness to the search for good, 

What can there be? 


Troubled Sleep 


In the night obscure and vast 

I heard the clock strike out half-past; 
Half-past, half-past, half-past what? 
Droned my weary troubled thought. 
Till the answer dreamed to me: 
Half-past eternity. 
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Les Etudes Philosophiques 


O, how sweet to rise on wings - 

Of art and thought above the things 
That vex the soul to realms ideal, 
Star-jeweled skies above the real! 

The virgin of Angelico 

Causes some mother’s face to glow 

With radiant beauty, or the white 
Wings of art’s angels cast a light 

On shoulders stooped with care; how clear 
Some great thought makes the atmosphere 
About our souls! A Balzac dreams, 

Who reads his words, a moment seems 
A savant, and the world appears 

Smiling in beauty through her tears. 
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In the Pack 


The happy children playing on the grass, 

Laughing and pensive boys and girls that pass, 

Tree-tops just touched with green of lace-like 
leaves, 

The sunshine of the afternoon that weaves 

All in a limpid light, O, joy so deep, 

That needs no other thing than death to keep 
Itself unsurfeited! 


As Clouds of Gray 


As clouds of: gray, when evening light shines 
through, 

Give to the sky a cast of glorious hue, 

As violets that spring from somber earth, 

Yet witness for a day their heavenly birth, 

May not the purpose of our own lives be 

To witness e’en in tears heaven’s harmony? 
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Appreciation 


All my life long 

I loved to lift my voice in song; 

But one sad day 

The Father took my voice away; 
And then like choiring angels winging 
I heard the congregation singing. 


The Cynic 


As older, more informed I am 

I find that life is mostly sham; 

That Art is mostly idleness; 

Religion myth, Love selfishness; 

The Government a way to fool 

The people; then as Lethal cool 
The night dissolves Life’s cryptogram, 
I ask myself: “Is Death a sham?” 
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What Was and Is To Be 


What was and is to be 
Not all philosophy 
Has ever told. 
Yet I am well content; 
The hours that I have spent 
Were hours of gold. 


A thousand mornings fair, 

Limpid with sun-filled air 
And skies of blue; 

A thousand evenings blessed 

With happiness, but best, 
The hours with you. 


The Universal Mother 


O, calm, sweet Mother-earth, 

Since thou hast given us birth, 

Thy love remains forever full and free; 
With all that we have borne, 
With hearts all bleeding, torn, 

We come in perfect weakness back to thee. 
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The Mausoleum 


A hundred tons of what was I 

Are scattered through the earth and sky, 
What difference, then, if what is left 
Repose within a narrow cleft? 


Broken Bread 


If I were only matter, only clay, 

I could not feel the way I feel today. 

As water cannot rise above its source, 

Nor falcon take the mighty eagle’s course, 
E’en so the elements could not aspire 

For virtue nor desire as I desire. 

For just the reading of a simple tale 

By Mary Antin has withdrawn the veil, 
And with the eyes of Jewish prophecy 

The deeper meaning of my life I see, 
With loaves and fishes the five thousand fed, 
And stoop to gather up the broken bread. 
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The Awakening 


We walk in dreams, by heavy sleep oppressed 

Our weary limbs; our spirits cannot rest 

But struggle vainly with a broken thought, 

Half mem’ries and desires all come to naught 

Within death’s shadowland. Meanwhile a 
gleam 

Of piercing beauty flashes in our dream, 

Or suddenly unlifted seem to be 

Our souls upon a tide of melody; 

While midst the dull obscurity of gloom 

Fall golden flakes of light, and faint perfume 

Of distant meadows seems to woo the breath. 

O, then begins the soul’s account with death. 

Shall we awake, or shall eternal sleep, 

Silent, our waking and our dreaming keep? 
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The Ocean 


O, wide encircling sea, 
Sweep over me! 

By thy infinite calm 
Beneath the storm, 

By thy immense expanse, 
Teach me no circumstance 
Of man’s unthinking care 
Disturbs the God of prayer. 


Song 


Joy has come to me again 

After bitterness and pain; 

After seeking without rest, 
Gladness is by me possessed. 

O, you moonlit, mellow sea, 
Mingled with the heart of me; 
O, you mountains, skyward spread, 
Lift in gratitude my head; 

O, you crystal woodland streams, 
Bring me back forgotten dreams; 
For all life and nature sings 

Mine is now the soul of things. 
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Baubles 


When children cry we quickly show them 
Some pretty baubles, for we know them, 
And know that any pretty bauble 

Will take attention from their trouble 
And little heartaches soon beguiling 

Will bring back happy faces smiling. 


Then let us grown-ups, not much older, 
With our own griefs and cares be bolder, 
And when some sorrow would destroy us 
Turn all our heart to something joyous; 
For our worst ills, like childhood’s fretting, 
Last but a moment, and the setting 

Of our brief day will bring us sleeping 
And end of man’s and childhood’s weeping. 


A Smile 


There’s a smile within my heart. today, 
And yesterday and for many days 

There has been happiness within. 

I have been glad for reasons two, 

One reason myself and the other you; 
Myself as fresh as the morning breeze, 
And you as graceful as poplar trees; 

My heart as light as the rays of dawn, 
And you the hilltops they shine upon; - 
My soul as clear as the eyes of Jove, 
And you the vision of their love. 

There’s a smile within and that smile awakes 
The song of the linnet in the brakes. 
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Philosophy and Religion 


Wisdom is for these who sorrow, 
For the weary who would borrow 
Something for a better season; 

Happiness requires no reason. 


Heaven is for those who mourn, 
By the ills of time o’erborne; 
Blessed of the devas seven, 
Happiness requires no heaven. 


Sadness 


I have known joy so long, 
Let me be sad; 

Like some sweet evening song 
After the glad 

Shouts of the day. 


So much of happiness 
Has filled my breast 

It is all weariness 
And sadness rest. 
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The Cardinal 


Against the silvered evening skies, 
Like silhouettes, the plane-trees rise 
And over and over, strangely sweet, 
I hear the cardinal repeat 

His melody, as to prolong 

The perfect beauty of the song. 


New Jersey Marshes 


As far as the eye can reach 

Blend splashes of rust and brown 
And olive-gray to the beach 

And the harbor of New York town. 


Thank God for the miles of marsh 
That man cannot build upon! 
For the struggle of life is harsh 
In the city of steel and stone, 


But in the heart of man’s care 
Wide acres of reeds are bending, 
And softly with furnace flare 
Gray-olive and brown are blending. 
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Finis 


There is nothing more to be done, 
There is nothing more to be said, 
To be lost or to be won, 
For I belong with the dead. 


Give me the cloak of my soul, 
That I may cover my face, 

For the seasons and stars may roll, 
But I will not leave this place. 


*Tis Better Thus 


Tis better thus, for earth can never take 

Away the love that loves for beauty’s sake, 

And only asks to love; that never speaks, 

But loves in silence through the days and 
weeks; 

For as in days of old, again shall come 

The angel’s voices when our lips are dumb, 

And love where naught is asked and all is 
given 

For beauty’s sake, leads us at last to heaven. 
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Evolution 


If God so feed the sparrows 
That flutter on the air, 

Shall He not heal your sorrows, 
O, ye of heavy care? 


If God so clothe the flowers 
Of lowland and of slope, 

He shall fulfil your hours 
Of longing and of hope. 


For the supreme desires 
And dreams of heart and thought 
Were wrought in the same fires 
That their fulfilment wrought. 


My Datk and Pleasant Weather 


O, Love, my dark and pleasant weather 
Are only in your eyes; 

Sometimes the sun shines on the heather, 
Sometimes the mists arise. 


This morning how the stars were burning 
When you were very glad, 

Tonight you looked at me with yearning 
So infinitely sad. 


O, Love, my dark and pleasant weather 
Are only in your eyes; 

Sometimes the sun shines on the heather, 
Sometimes the mists arise. 
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Constancy 


Sticking through thick and thin, 
In virtue and in sin, 

In sickness and in health, 

In poverty and wealth; 

In sorrow and in cheer, 

My little “Margie Dear” 

Has ever been to me 

Love’s living constancy. 


Love 


The love of youth may go 
With passion and desire, 

But as loved ones older grow 
There is much we can admire. 


Then as a once proud form 
Goes stooping to decay 
Our pitying hearts grow warm 
With love that’s charity. 
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The Artist’s Thought 


A few colors with which to paint 
The faces of sinner and of saint, 

A few scenes for every -play, 

The morning or the close of day, 
A garden or a drawing-room, 

A street, a market, or a tomb; 

A few symbols with which to show 
All that we faintly guess or know, 
A few high thoughts, a few friends, 
A few years and the journey ends. 


Why should our hearts not simple be? 
Our lives are simple, could we but see. 
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Movtes ° 


When the evening shadows are sinking low; 

And my heart is tired, I often go 

To my own private motion-picture show, 
To the playhouse of my dreams. 


And always upon the silver screen 

There’s a beautiful maiden to’ be seen, 

Who is always the same sweet girl, I ween, 
That dances and flashes and gleams. 


Sometimes cherries blossom with heavens 
clear, 
Sometimes ’tis a background of Autumn sere, 
But a little gray cottage is always near, 
And out of its window beams 


A gentle light as from heaven above 
Ever true as the sunshine and shadows move 
O’er the motion-picture of my love, 

In the playhouse of my dreams. 
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Armistice Day 


The East, by mystery overawed, 
Upon a templed summit built 

An altar to the “unknown god,” 
An oracle, and balm of guilt. 


In faith that service answers All, 

The West made sacred by a shrine 
That overlooks the. Capital 

The “unknown soldier” of the Rhine. 
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A Wife 


Warm and soft and smooth and sweet 
Lush and lovely head to feet, 

Every sense at once she pleases, 
Every aspiration teases. 


Eyes that welcome, arms that cling, 
Heart that throbs, and words that sing, 
Art and Koran, all the rest 

Are as naught to love possessed. 
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The Ideal 


Thou, only, O, Ideal, art true! 

All that we suffer, all we do, 

Our life way, be it straight or wide, 
By the ideal is sanctified. 

The ideal Man of Galilee 

Makes every man a friend to me; 
Through ideals for her little son 

The mother’s hardest tasks are done; 
The ideal harvest makes the clod 

The sanctuary fair of God 

To the bent plowman, and the clerk 
Sees upland vistas in his work. 

The student o’er his pages dry 

Ts building ladders to the sky. 


O, ye who seem to live in vain, 

Look up, and gently as the rain, 

Some Heaven-sent hope shall come to you, 
Some vision of the blest and true. 
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The Toiler 


From early morning when the mists hung low 
And chill along the dark metallic street 
Till evening when the lights began to glow 
Through Winter twilight did I toil; com- 
plete . 
My task, but with a weary aching brain 
I journeyed homeward and began to pray: 
“O, Lord, with care and toil I trust to gain 
Thy commendation for a cheerless day—” 
When lo, a voice within me seemed to speak: 
“What thing of beauty have thine eyes dis- 
cerned? 
What sweet uplifting fellowship didst seek? 
With joy is Heaven’s deepest blessing 
earned.” 
—And then I thought: how many souls like 
me, 
Have missed in too much fact the verity.” 
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Questions 


The artless beauty of a wind-blown dress, 
A jaunty cap of blue, and helpless hair 
Tossed by the March wind, which the sun no 
less 
Bathes in a golden light, and features where 
The record of a fair young life is wrought, 
O, winsome college maiden, do I dare 
Ask what may be just now your inmost 
thought P 
Is it alone some trifling, girlish care 
Of tasks or dainty things that woman- buys? 
Perhaps so, but as blows the whispering air 
Against your face, perchance deep question- 


ings rise , 
What life shall bring, but yet so calm and 
fair, 


You seem to trust God with your destiny, 
Striving but sweet and womanlike to be. 
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Delaware Water Gap 


I stand upon the rock-bound mountain where 
A thousand feet below a silver sea 
Flows through the mist-hung gorge of Dela- 
ware. 
I gaze upon the forest, tree on tree 
Crowding for light, the towering hemlock blue 
Stands high above the wooded ocean green 
Of oak and beech and ash; the closer view 
Shows dogwood, rhododendron clumps be- 
tween 
The higher trees. As far as eye can reach 
The forest billows beat against the hills. 
I ask myself: What can such wonders teach 
A feeble mortal? And my bosom fills 
With strange emotion, for they mean to man 
All things and nothing since the world began. 


Is That All? 


I saw men’s forms like shadows through the 
smoke, 
I felt the scalding air upon my face, 
I saw white blasts of blazing steel; I spoke: 
Why toil these men in this infernal place? 
One answered me: These men all toil for 
bread. 
I asked: And is that all? 


I saw the people hurrying in the street, 
I looked on faces sad and tense with care. 
One who was hast’ning by I dared to greet. 
Why do the people hurry by, and where 
Come they at last? O, this is trade, he said. 
I asked: And is that all? 
‘ { 
I wond’ring saw the learned scholars. seek 
Dry shells of knowledge by the boundless 
sea. 
When we have found the sum of them, they 
speak, 
Shall man be economically free. 
And lo, a darkness seemed to cover me. 
I asked: And is that all? 
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The Silences 


Nothing can ever change them now, 

Those blessed years, dear heart, that thou 
Did’st consecrate to me. 

So fair and happy they shall stand, 

Unmoved., by voice, untouched by hand 
Through all eternity. 


Of heavenly scenes, of thoughts complete, 
Of hours more than earthly sweet, 
The holiest keeping is 
Where darkness cannot hide the day, 
Where nothing adds nor takes away, 
Within the silences. 
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The Simple Life 


A few miles out from the town 
The hills are all golden and brown, 
And dashes of crimson show 
The slopes where the sumac grow. 
Like wine is the Autumn air, 
And if you and I were there, 

We would soon forget 

The deep soul-fret 
Of the world, and its daily care. 


A few miles out from the town 
There is joy that is more than renown, 
And in simple beauty too, 
Is wisdom for me and for you. 
Like wine is the limpid air, 
And if you and I were there, 
Perchance we should find 
For heart and for mind 
The life that is wholly fair. 
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De Senectute 


Grow old?—The moon is never old; tonight 

It sheds a radiance o’er the world as bright 

As when Diana bent her silver bow 

Or Juliet whispered vows to Romeo. 

Grow old?—The stars as fair a vigil keep 

As when Judean shepherds and their sheep 

Lay out on Canaan’s hills; and every Spring 

Finds wayside slopes with dogwood blossom- 
Ing ; 

And Summer brings the orchid and the rose, 

And in the Autumn flaming sumac glows 

On wooded hillsides; for the season’s change 

Is given to mortals but to show the range 

Of Nature’s beauty. O, there’s nothing old 

Except the heart through lack of love grown 
cold. 
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The Mts. 


Many hugs and kisses, 
Words of loving praise, 

Help to keep the Mrs. 
Glad through busy days. 


Duets 


Mother, when our days are ended 

And to skyland we have wended, 

Won’t it be forever splendid 
Just to play duets? 


For the violin, forgiven 

Of its sins, will sing in Heaven 

Of the spirits who have striven 
Till the heart forgets 


All its sorrows, and our blending 

Golden music will be lending 

Happiness to time unending 
With our sweet duets. 
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A Kiss 


If I could die tonight, 

And you should place your hand so white 
Upon my brow, and in your woman’s grace, 

A moment bending o’er my face, 

Should give me one sweet kiss, 

I think my soul would rest in lasting bliss. 


Not As We See It Here 


Not as we see it here 
That life may be, 
But yet so calm and clear 
It comes to me, 
That somehow, somewhere, in some distant 
land, 
Our lives shall bloom in joy as God has 
planned. 


The promise of the seed 
Ts all fulfilled, 
And in our bitter need 
What we have willed, 
Too pure for earth, shall in some brighter 
hour, 
In beauty rise as from the earth the flower. 
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God’s Interests 


Not only in thy quiet nest 

Is rest; 

Also upon the mountain height 
Broods the night. 


Not only thy sweet thoughts and cares 
God shares; 

In every wrinkled honest face 

Shines His grace. 


Coast Lights 


I cannot tell what mean your lovely eyes 
That shine to me 
Like some bright lights that through the night 
surprise 
Sailors at sea. 


Shall I come near and in the harbor find 
My haven bright? 

Or shall I fear and with the ocean wind 
Outbrave the night? 
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Perfect Knowledge 


Why does a silver mist 
O’erhang the mountain’s brow? 
Why are your eyelids kissed 
With dream-light now? 
Since love is so profound, 
Tell this to me: 
Is perfect knowledge found 
In mystery? 


He Doeth All Things Well 


If God so paint the distant mountain-side 
With glorious colors of the Autumn tide, 
Surely with men in ways we cannot tell, 
Unseen by us He doeth all things well. 
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Confucius 


How can we death understand 
When life is not understood? 

Labor on the work at hand, 
Strive to learn the living good. 


Prayer 


When my dearest hopes go wry 
Then a Stoic firm am I; 

When my fortune seems secure 
I become an Epicure; 

When the light of love I need 
Catholic is all my creed. 

Of the many forms of faith, 
Some for life and some for death, 
Help me, Father, to aspire 

For the faith that I require! 


Cup of Life 


My cup of life is full: 
Give me no more 

Until I slake my thirst 
On the eternal shore 

With new desire, 

‘With vision higher, 

And find the meaning clear 

Of the beyond and here. 


The Sweetest Flowers 


In a simple suit of blue 

Standing where the roses grew, ° 

I shall think and dream of you, 
Little girl of mine. 


Of your copper-tinted hair 

Of your face so pure and fair, 

Of your eyes—the love-light there— 
Little girl of mine. 


I shall dream, and dreaming, know 
That the sweetest flowers blow 
In the Springs of long ago, 

Little girl of mine. 
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An Hour Alone 


Let me be by myself awhile. 
Nor book, nor friend, nor the soothing tone 
Of music I need, but an hour alone, 

To be strong for another mile. 


So many, many things 
Have filled my day, that I now would go 
Where the unseen spirit-flowers grow, 
And would drink of my soul’s deep springs. 


Broken Hearts 


Tonight I breathed a fragrance as sweet 

As if blown from the lands where the angels’ 
feet 

Wander o’er paths of eternal bloom, 

And it seemed to be the sweet perfume, 

Kept through the years—a deathless token— 

Of hearts like roses bruised and broken. 
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Life’s Foundation 


When the fickleness of men 

Wrecks your life’s foundations, then 
Seek a base more sure and broad, 
Build upon the rock of God. 


The World-Wide Peace 


Why is the moon forever calm and bright? 

Why is each path whereon her beams alight 

A road of gold? Why does a silent peace 

Touch the hot brow beneath her wondrous 
spell? 

Is it because she knows the earth so well? 

Is it because, beneath the wooded crest 

Of hills, she sees how deep the valleys rest, 

‘Or on the world-rim, by her radiance kissed, 

The eternal mountains like a land of mist? 

Is it because she treads so far and wide 

The dewy meadows of the countryside, 

Or far along the endless ocean shore 

Can see the white waves playing evermore? 

O, could we see as well, our cares would 

cease, 

_ And in our hearts would come a world-wide 
peace. 


The Dead 


We do not pity those from whom all grief 
Has fallen as softly as the dark; 
We do not pity those to whom relief 
Comes from the long day’s burden, but we 
mark 
The empty specter of our lives and dread, 
Deeper than death, ourselves, the living dead. 


Delusions 


Quench not too skillfully our dear delusions, 

Ofttimes our sole support in life’s confusions. 

The awkward clout whose failures are alarm- 
ing 

Would soon succumb but deems _ himself 
Prince Charming. 

The bromide maid whose smile could please 
us never 

Is cheered to think her conversation clever. 

The shallow churl at whom the world is snarl- 
ing 

Believes himself to be the gods’ own darling! 

How dreary were our lives, how we would 
perish, 

But for the myths that of ourselves we cher- 
ish! 
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God 


The beauty of a rose, 

The whiteness of the snows, 
The joy of melodies, 
Moonlight upon seas; 

The wand’rers sudden thrill 
’ On highway or on hill, 

The momentary blend 

Of laughter with a friend; 
The cheerful spirit brave 
Of some who face the grave; 
The love, dear girl, that springs 
Out of your heart and sings;— 
These be my gods. I know 
Too weak to quench the woe 
In worlds of clashing force, 
Too; frail to stop the course 
Of hatred and of wrath 
With ruin in their path; 
Too late to stay the curse 
Upon the universe; 

And yet while nations burn 
My failing eyes shall turn 
Unto my gods who give 
Something to make us live! 


Oh. 


Resist Not Evil 


“Resist not evil,’ said the Lord, 
And some have stumbled at the word, 
Forgetful of the next command, 
To teach His love in every land. 


The Meteor 


For ages swept a stone 
Through stellar space alone, 
But suddenly came near 
The friendly atmosphere. 
Like thousand candles shone 
The proud, resplendent stone 
A moment—and was gone. 


Ages it seemed to me 

I wandered lone and free, 
But suddenly came near 

A form that was too dear. 
My life, my love for her 
Have been a meteor. 
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The Wotrld’s Pace 


O, Love, why all this striving 
For things we ne’er attain, 

Since there is no arriving, 
Why so much pain? 


For like the leaves which scatter 
Before the Autumn’s cold, 

Our lives are little matter 
When all is told. 


Then Love, what difference whether 
We reach the world’s desire? 
Come, let us watch together 
The open fire. 


Poem and Prayer 


I can speak to your ear, perhaps to your 
brain, 

But could I speak to your blood! 

Could you breathe me, feel my thought, 

That were a poem! 

But God will understand though I speak 
not, 

And that will be my prayer. 
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Remembrance 


This morning in the whispering of dawn 

I woke and some familiar thing seemed gone, 
And yet in utter blissfulness I lay 

Watching the breaking of a perfect day; 
When suddenly I remembered, and the pain 
Of many days swept over me again. 


Pain 


I have known pain, the pain of body wrung 
Upon the rack of suffering and fear, 

The solitary misery unsung, 
The ache that drags along the dismal year. 


And I have known that pang—“It might have 
been;” 
Regrets which bitter punished errors rue, 
But never felt a pain so sharp and keen, 
As that fair morning hour when first I knew 
The pain of too great joy. 


Today 


Today was yours: the morning cool and still, 
A cup of coffee, and a ready will 
Toward duty, hours spent in labor tense, 
Then evening with its home-sweet recompense. 
Wherefore? Tomorrow will be e’en the 
same. 
Whither? That which we seek is but a 
name. 
Still deeper must the root of wisdom be, 
And fairer still the goal of verity. 
Today was God’s, and in His vast domain 
Worked happiness and sin and joy and pain. 
Here came a lover to his wedding day, 
And there upon white beds of anguish lay 
The harvesters of pain. A mighty throng 
Toiled at His giant task the whole day long. 
Wherefore? Tomorrow will be e’en the 
same. 
Whither? And is not heaven but a name? 
Still deeper must the mind of wisdom see, 
And inward more the eye of verity. 
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The Master 


Within thine office daily thou dost call 
The lowly worker, and far-seeing men 
Who drive a thousand businesses, and all 
Talk with thee but a moment, and again 
Turn to their toil, but in thy master will 
They catch new inspiration, and rejoice 
To labor and to strive together till 
Ten thousand miles of steel obey thy 
voice— 
But those who counsel with thee face to face, 
Sometimes in fear, oft in perplexity, 
Whatever way their hopes and wishes 
tend, 
Marking thy kindly smile and manly grace, 
Find that their hearts unburden, for they 
see 
That thou art not a master but a friend. 
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Beneath the Happiness and Ill 


Beneath the happiness and ill, 
Beneath my own self and the world so 
broad, 
Long, long I sought and: questioned deep, until 
I found my soul and God. 


The grass that bends before the breeze, 
The children hast’ning home when school is 
done, 
Cities and palaces and systems, these 
All vanish one by one. 


My hopes, my deepest joys and fears, 
The hand of love, the cruel stroke of pain, 
All vanish with the ever passing years, 
My soul and God remain. 


Beneath the happiness and ill, 
Beneath my own self and the world so 
broad, 
Long, long I sought and questioned deep, until 
I found my soul and God. 
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. Lake George 


Last evening I sailed on an azure sea 
Toward violet hills of the west, 

And distant coves seemed to welcome me 
To love-locked harbors of rest. 


This morning I sailed on a sapphire sea 
Mid shadow mountains blue 

That shimmered in sunlight and seemed to be 
Love’s joy-land for me and you. 


Happiness 


“God spare His children happiness!” I said 

This morning, when I saw the berries red 

Of Autumn, and I breathed the cool salt 
breeze © 

That blew across the sand dunes from the 
seas, 

For in that moment came to me again 

The thought of happiness and you—and pain 

So bitter filled my heart I would confess 

That pain is always found in happiness. 
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Universal Law 


In the space beyond the sky 
Star revolves about its sun, 
*Round the atom’s nuclei 
Whirls the tiny electron— 
With the cosmic forces I 
Revolve about my sweetest one. 


The Assurance 


And I have loved you now for full a year 
With silent love and you have never known, 

But in your presence, O, how inward, dear, 
My love has grown. 


For love like mine can never be expressed, 
But sometimes in the silent hours, alone, 

There comes a sweet assurance in my breast 
That you have known. 


OOM 


The Harvest 


Even in the morning hours sometimes there 
steals 

Upon the land a hush; the laborer feels, 

His work but just begun, a breath of night, 

Far off come creeping o’er the harvest white. 

But e’en in this his courage stronger grows 

To toil in patience till the evening close. 


Dawn 


What time begins the dawn? 

In town where shades are drawn 
The dawn begins at seven, 

But underneath wide heaven, 
Soon as the day is gone 

Begins the dawn. 


For those who make their bed 
With but the sky o’erhead, 
And after midnight wake, 

Shall see a soft light break 
Mid the low stars and born 
The promise of the morn. 
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The Doctor 


Strong, tender hands that still the pain 
Which racks the body and the brain, 
Brave, cheering voice that fills the heart 
With hope when suffering, like a dart, 
Enters the soul; glad sorrowing eyes 
That look on man’s infirmities 
To cure or point him to the skies. 


The Circle of Infinity 


Sometimes in moments when I think of thee 
And those departed days we spent together, 
I wonder if they evermore shall be 
Lost in the mystery of night or whether, 
When Time the circle of infinity 
Has run, those fair, sweet hours shall 
come again, 
And we once more the blessed light shall see, 
To live and love within the world of men; 
But whether night succeed or endless day, 
This the philosophy the wise derives, 
Our lives are nothing or we live alway, 
So let us not be careful for our lives, 
But learn the secret of the meadow flower: 
Eternity is but a perfect hour. 
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A Woman 


All day she gave me not a look, or sign 
Of pity, but at evening when she threw 
One fleeting sidelong glance to me, I knew 
The whole day had been mine. 


The Rabbi Saith 


The children who grow up shall go away, 
The children who have died shall ever stay 
In memory, the fair, the wonder eyed, 

The children who have died. 


The children who grow up shall vex and 
grieve, 

The children who have died shall gently 
weave 

Mystic about our hearts, the rabbi saith, 

The poetry of death. 
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A Question 


When low the mellow organ sinks its voice, 
And you begin to sing, and true and clear, 
Your sweet soprano with its harmonies 
Supremely blends, I think the angels near; 
Yet as I sit and listen, when I see 
Your girlish figure with its wistfu! grace 
And loveliness, and feel the sanctity 
You shed about you in this solemn place, 
I cannot help but wonder which is true: 
If it’s your singing melts my soul or you. 


Natcissus 


Looking into a limpid crystal spring, 
He saw a form of breathing loveliness 
And loved it, for he did not even guess 
"Twas the reflection of himself. 


Be merciful to him, all you who read 
His history, for you may look some day 
In limpid crystal springs and bear away 

A fair entrancing vision. 


O, then beware and be more wise than he, 
Tis the reflection of your soul you see. 
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To Mary H. 


I cannot know or think how it shall be 
When I have seen the last red sunset die. 
When I have heard the last sweet melody 
And traced the last brave thought serene 
and high. 
I cannot fathom what may still be then, 
But this I. know, that in the house of 
prayer, 
Amid the mysteries of the soft lights, when 
You stand within the choir, white and fair 
As the first Mary, and in wondrous song ~ 
Lift up your heart to Heaven, this I know 
That o’er my soul such solemn mercies 
flow 
That in so blest a moment I could long 
To die. For what more joy could Heaven 
bring. 
To me than just to see and hear you sing? 
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The Shadows 


The shadows creep over my soul tonight 
For the thoughts and the hopes that grew 
Like lilies by waters clear and bright 
Are covered with evening dew. 


The shadows creep over my soul, the star 
That rose with the eveningtide 

Shines no more in his glory of gold afar 
And the wind in the treés has died. 


The shadows steal over my spirit now 
The cathedral where voices sweet 
Sang praises to God is all broken now 

And the ruins lie at my feet. 


The shadows creep, over my soul, the brave 
Uplift of the life to be 

Seems to rest in an infinite calm—the wave 
Sinks back to the silent sea. 
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Infinity 


I tried to fathom your blue eyes, 

And lost myself. So, now, I hold this true: 
There’s no infinity out in the skies, 

It’s all in you. 


The Nurse 


Tis not the tragedy of losing you 
O’erwhelms me with a thunderstorm of 
tears, 
But this: to think that for one hour we two 
Found heaven on earth, and now the in- 
different years 
Shall slowly, surely, cause me to forget 
The vision of that hour. But precious 


pain, 
Severe, sweet nurse, when the long night has 
set, 
Watch near me till the morning comes 
again, 
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Prayer 


I am the altar and the sacrifice, 

In me the litanies and incense rise; 

I am the rapture and the joy of song, 

I am the worship of the kneeling throng; 
O, miracle of time, of here and there, 

I am a spirit and I am a prayer. 


Under the Starry Sky 


Under the starry sky, 
When soft the breeze caresses 
The meadows and confesses 
Sweet tender things, 

The cricket sings 

And why not I? 


When ruddy clouds bestrew 
The east, and skies are filling 
With light, the lark is trilling 
His song of praise, 

Then let me raise 

A glad voice too. 
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The Teacher 


If I can make them do 
Their task with courage true, 
If I can make them see 
Master, the heart of Thee, 
I care not if I teach 
Naught else, for I shall reach 
For them and me the goal, 
The freedom of the soul. 


The Old Board Gate 


Oh, the tiger lily is almost hid 

In the thicket along the lane, 
Where. an old board gate 
In forsaken state 

Shows the way to a fair domain. 


There a woody fragrance is in the air 
From hillsides dense with trees 

And tiny burns 

Are bright with ferns 
And pink anemones. 
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In Solitude 


In mountain solitude, all undiscovered, 
The sweetest violets bloom; in lonely nooks, 
Among the scattered rocks, the sward is 
covered 
With blue, and though no mortal vision 
looks 
For years upon the beauty treasured there, 
Some day some person coming through the 
wood 
Shall find those blue-winged spirits every- 
where, ° 
Sweet witnesses of things all fair and good. 
So Mary, though in solitude I toil, 
Some day perchance, I trust in me you'll 
find, 
Growing upon my rough and rocky soil, 
The grace and sweetness of a noble mind, 
That the vast mystery of time looks through, 
To bring some joyous message back to you. 
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The Perfect Friend 


Can you hear life’s meter click 
With the moments passing quick? 
Can you see the roadways wind 
Now forever left behind? 

Do you feel your old desire 
Ashes of a burnt-out fire? 
Then be happy, for the end 

Is the only perfect friend. 


The Ttinity 


Why did you talk to me 
About theology, 
Could you not see your words were all in 
vain? 
When through the bracing cold 
Muffled and wrapped we strolled, 
Out in the country o’er the dry-grassed plain. 
Surely I had no need 
To seek for any creed, 
For all unlearned in Heaven’s lore I knew 
When you were near to me, 
Only this trinity, 
The wonderful wide world, and me, and you. 
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Criticism 


Some one asked me why I never 
Put my poems in a book. 

Then I said if people ever 

Read the book and called me clever 
Such a thought I could not brook. 


For if simple I am clever; 

What must other people be? 

But if critics said of me, 

I was very stupid, then, 

Vd feel less wise than other men. 


Glowing Coals 


My eyes were turned upon the vales of sleep; 
I was content to go; 
When suddenly upon the silence deep 
A song came floating low. 
All love and rapture, joy and light, 
Were singing on the verge of night, 
And passionate desire 
Of life, lit from the glowing coals 
Of beautiful and flaming souls 
Swept through me like a fire. 
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A Thought on Browning 


A poet said he could not find 

Ever his sweetheart’s soul or mind; 

He heard the rustle of a dress, 

He felt a tender winged caress, 

A warm, delicious form could clasp, 

But the soul’s substance could not grasp. 
My sweetheart’s of another kind; 

I think I know her inner mind; 

Is it not made of all she sees, 

And hears and hopes and suffers? These 
All in a living bundle wrought 

Are but the substance of her thought. 
But we have long together been, 

The same blue sky and sunshine seen, 
The same red rose, the same great trees, 
Together heard the harmonies 

Of winds; the music of the seas. 

The selfsame pictures on the wall, 

The selfsame hopes, O, they are all 
Wrought in my soul, and it is true 
Wrought in my sweetheart’s spirit too! 
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Just Beyond 


Just beyond the pasture’s rim 
Was a mystery land for him. 


Just beyond the mountains blue 
Were great countries, fair and new 


Just beyond the college hall 
Was the sweetest girl of all. 


Just beyond the little home 
Was the capitol’s white dome. 


Just beyond the halls of power 
Was a calm, revealing hour, 


When a voice said: “Just within 
Is the healing of your sin.” 
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Your Eyes 


You do not know that in your eyes are storms 
That break on mountains blue in brief alarms; 
You do not know that in your eyes are fears 
That start and tremble on the brink of tears; 
You do not know that oft your eyes express 
The ultimate of human happiness. 


Children 


We are but children playing 

And fancy still obeying. 

Our happiness and grieving 

Are only make-believing. 

Our gods are but the creatures 
Of our own souls, their features 
Are wrought with our own yearning, 
Our dreams and our heart-burning. 
Our wealth and our successes 

Are only childish guesses, 

The love that falters, lingers, 
But children’s clasping fingers. 
And when the evening’s falling, 
We play the Father’s calling 

To go to bed at seven, 

And wake next morn in heaven. 


Atos 


When You Ate Near 


When you are near there comes to me, 
I know, a deep race memory 

Of wanderings and struggles when 
The world was still unruled by men, 


And so it seems that you and I 

Had met beneath some other sky, 
Had prayed beneath the Druid trees, 
And braved the tempests of the seas. 


That you and I in other days 

Had walked in fair and happy ways, 
Such memories and dreams arise 
Out of the mystery of your eyes. 


Yet thoughts I can not understand 
Surge in my heart, and on the strand 
Of now and all that is to be, 

I strive in doubt and agony. 
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Means and Ends 
From labor, love, and wisdom’s scroll 
Two truths I find that touch the soul.— 
The first experience defined: 
Adjustment of the world and mind. 
Control of mind or world of sense, 
Either controls experience. 
The Stoic would through mind’s control 
Govern the progress of the soul; 
The modern man through health and deed 
Fulfil with measure life’s deep need. 
Either is right and both are wrong. 
Both mind and world make perfect song. 
For man the first secure event: 
Right mind in right environment. 
The second truth doth teach the end 
Whereunto all life’s labors tend. 
The Stoic said: We seek the peace 
Of God where .pain and sorrow cease, 
And modern man would seek for joy 
Free from the world’s impure alloy. 
The lesson of the cross to me 
Points to a_ higher destiny, 
For something better, e’en by faith 
To seek beyond the shores of death; 
To falter not but take life’s all, 
The cross, the wormwood, and the gall 
Within the heart, and with this load 
To find at last the heart of God. 
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Without and Within 


Above the lake an evening star appears, 
And in the distance, faintly sweet one hears 
The chimes that sound the closing of the day 
While man and nature seem to rest and pray. 
How perfect is the quietude, how fair 

The world without, but in my heart what care! 


Only Myself and Jesus 


Only myself and Jesus, 
All that I have or need, 

Only myself to struggle, 
Only Jesus to plead. 


I am nothing unto the world 
And the world is nothing to me 

But I am real to the sweet ideal 
Of the Lord of Calvary. 


Fame and power and regard of men— 
For these I do not care, 

But for only a seat 

At the Saviour’s feet, 
And the heart’s deep rapture there. 
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The Insepatable 


Love walked with me in holy places 
But now beneath the starry spaces 
I walk alone. 


And yet I know that all forever 
And change and sorrow can not sever 
Love from her own. 


The Heazt of a Child 


My heart is the heart of a child, 
And I gather flowers wild, 

And bring them to you, 

For their fairest hue 
Is not perfect till you have smiled. 


Your heart is a mother’s mild, 
All gentle and undefiled, 

And our love is sweet, 

For the love complete 
Is the love of a mother and child. 
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Tonight 


Tonight my heart is sad and dumb, 
But happiness again shall come 

As comes the Spring. 
A careless wisp of golden hair, 
A petal floating in the air— 

Some very little thing— 
Shall touch my heart, and once again 
With deeper sympathy for men 

My voice shall sing. 


The Sphinx 


One question runs from youth to age 
Throughout our lives, and every page 

We read and every sight we view 

We hope will give the answer true. 

In love, in pain, in joy, in tears, 

We seek the answer through the years, 
Till One shall come with bated breath 
And whisper low the answer—death. 
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The True Love 


The true love is the love of years 
Mellowed with laughter and with tears 
The love of hearth-fire and of woods, 
The love that has a thousand moods. 


The love as beautiful as May, 

The love that wears the longest day, 
A sacred love, a love that blends 
The love of angels and of friends. 


Fiesole 


If you had stood upon Fiesole, 

That Summer evening, and had gazed with me 

Past olive trees to Florence far below, 

If you had watched the evening’s golden glow, 

Had traced the Arno winding toward the sea, 

Breathed southern fragrance, felt serenity 

Perfect as Nature’s, with what look or art 

Would you have stilled the sadness of my 
heart? 
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Sailoc’s Song 


When the surging billows are racing by, 
And the wind blows out of a leaden sky, 
This is the song the sailor sings: 

Far, far across. the sea, 

White arms are waiting me. 


When the ocean valleys are black as ink 
And mountains of water rise and sink, 
This is the song the sailor sings: 

Far, far away tonight, 

Is a hearth fire burning bright. 


When the stars hang over a rolling sea, 
And the ship plows onward brave and free, 
This is the song the sailor sings: 

Far o’er the waste and foam, 

Ts love in the sailor’s home. 
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The Enduting in Change 
(from the Japanese) 


The cherry-tree bloomed; black was my hair, 
I danced among the young and fair. 


The cherry-tree bloomed; gray was my hair, 
But the blossoms were fresh in the Springtime 
air. 


And another Spring morning fair and bright, 
The cherry-tree bloomed; my hair was white. 


Our Love 


O, Love, light whiffs of wind come up the 
street 
And whirl dry linden leaves about your feet, 
And down the avenue and far away 
The hill-side is a broken mass of gray. 
But love, our love was not upon the green 
Banks of the hills, or on the silver sheen 
Of Summer mornings, but all wistfully, 
We loved the life that brought to you and me 
Whispers of things from out eternity. 
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The Voyager 


I, too, have sailed the unknown seas, 
Have seen the distant land 
Like mist, have caught strange fragrances 
Blown seaward,—understand 
The voyager’s song. 
I, too, have looked with prophet’s eye, 
With prophet’s vision seen, 
In ages dark with cruelty 
A nation rise serene, 
In justice strong. 


To a Choir Girl 


The preacher spoke of beauty and of grace, 
I heeded not, but looked into your face 
And found all beauty there. 


The preacher told about the living Word 
That came from Heaven, but I only heard 
Your singing everywhere. 


He pointed to the golden streets that shine 
With heav’nly light, but the dear light of mine 
Was tangled in your hair. 
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Little House Among the Trees 


Sweetheart mine, the years are many 
Since into my land of dreams 

You came sweetly, but not any 
Were as beautiful, it seems, 


As the really truly maiden 
That became my winsome wife, 
As the golden hours, love-laden, 
Flown o’er flower fields of life. 


Maids as fair as Grecian vases 
Were my vision, I confess; 

You have shown me all the graces 
Of a living loveliness. 


Stately mansions, grounds austerely 
Laid with art, I thought of these, 

But my heart hath loved more dearly 
Little house among the trees. 


Ree Yor 


Christmas 


God! How it hurt my heart! 

I knew a woman of the common sort,— 

She worked six days a week, watched seven 
looms; 

And drew six “bones.” At home (there were 
two: rooms, 

And alley rooms are dark)—her brother lay.— 

Old story, the white plague,—but day by day 

She kept the thing a-going. Charity 

Comes hard you know to children of the free. 

Well, when the Christmas-tide in beauty came 

They laid her off from work,—it is the game. 

The factory work is dull, and owners save 

The wages of the workers for the brave 

Glad days of Christmas time,—You know the 
rest. 

There is a human limit, and the best 

And sweetest are the children of the light. 
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You Can Joke 


When your heart is almost broke, 
You can joke. 

When you’ve passed the roughest mile, 
You can smile. 

When you’ve felt life’s sharpest sting, 
You can sing. 


Die Vergangenheit 


O, Gwen, when I remember those sweet days 
So joyful yet so sorrowful to me, 
Before we parted and in devious ways 
Began our journey to the land to be, 
When I remember how in mornings still 
The world seemed filled with light when you 
passed by, 
Or when at evening from the road or hill 
We gazed into the red’ning of the sky, 
I can not ask that I might ever know 
That which no sage or seer ever knew, 
The plan or meaning of the long ago, 
But I confess those hours I spent with you, 
In ev’ning and in morning seemed to be 
The very beauty of eternity. 
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The Mountain Climber 


Yes, I have climed the mountain-side and seen 
The blue smoke curl above the village spires, 
Have traced the rolling meadows brown and 
green, 
Have seen the sunlight on the hills like fires, 
And far and far away the deeper blue 
Of the great mountains of the long divide. 
And I have climbed the steeps of knowledge 
too, 
Through the blue mists of hope seen life, 
and wide 
Stretching beneath me I have marked the plain 
Of human toil and sorrow; I have seen 
The sunlight crowning heights of joy and 
pain.— 
But ever in the distance rose serene 
The eternal mountains white with untrod snow. 
Beyond? I know not now and can not know. 
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A California Evening 


Gray, mottled hillsides sloping toward a sea 
That mingles with the purple evening sky; 
A golden crescent rising, breaking free 
From blown clouds—such an evening you 
and I 
Watched the low flying of a foam-white gull, 
And life seemed beautiful. 


Joy and Sorrow 


Joy is akin to sorrow. In the hour 

When flows our life tide with immortal power, 

When the soul kneels within its holy place 

Flooded with light celestial of a face; 

When distant music on the summer air 

Comes like the winged whisper of a prayer; 

When with the golden light of evening blend- 
ing, 

Angels are seen ascending and descending; 

When in the loving arms of one most sweet 

The happiness of earth appears complete ;— 

If in such moments sadness fills the heart, 

It is because life’s joys are but a part 

Of the eternal beauty, and the soul 

Grasps but the fragments, seeks the perfect 
whole. 
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Happiness 


Could we but keep this moment, dear, 
Within a jeweled shrine, 

Its charm would dry full many a tear 
When fortune fails to shine. 


Faith 


I was not ready to go, 

Not knowing God, and so 
A few more years He gave 
My darkened soul to save. 


Upon the midnight road 

The traveler needs the light 
To guide to his abode, 

E’en so upon the flight 


O’er the eternal sea 

Must faith our beacon be. 
Thus day by day I learn 
The light of faith to burn. 
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When You Turned Your Lovely Eyes 


When you turned your lovely eyes, 
In the church so still; 

Marriage rites to solemnize 
Answered low “I will,” 


I forgot my own replies, 
My own part to fulfil, 
Only saw your lovely eyes, 
Heard you say “I will.” 


The Glacier 


Nourished by drifting snows, 

By precipices vast, the glacier flows— 
My heart’s a glacier and the ages old 
Have deeply drifted in it all their cold. 


Towering in awful height 

The scarred and rock-bound summit lifts its 
might 

Against the ages—and a summit high 

My steadfast heart still lifts against the sky. 
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The Master Artist 


Unobserved by human eye, 

Where the mountains meet the sky, 
Lifting heavenward mighty hands, 
God, the Master Artist, stands. 


Where the pathless forest breaks 
On the shores of silent lakes, 

By its crystal falling streams, 
God, the Master Artist, dreams. 


O’er the wastes of waters curled 
’Round the limits of the world, 
In their awful solitudes, 

God, the Master Artist, broods. 


Where the canyon’s walls and spires 
Are painted with the mists and fires, 
And the tawny panther lurks, 

God, the Master Artist, works. 
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Hands 


In life’s fulfilments and demands 

I like to think of human hands— 

The tapered hands whose every move 
Seems only to interpret love; 

The sinewy fingers strong to bend 
Resistant matter to man’s end; 

The baby’s dimpled shell-pink hands 
That seem to hold our hearts’ own strands; 
The masters’ hands which seem to ope 
The doors of beauty and of hope; 

The mother’s hands whose gentle touch 
Allays the sharpest anguish much; 

O, beautiful in all God’s lands 

Are supplicating toiling hands! 

’Twas not in vain, I truly see, 

The Saviour’s hands were pierced for me, 
And doubting faith was satisfied 

When hands had touched His wounded side; 
And I believe man’s prison bands 

Will be unloosed by human hands. 
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I Shall Remember 


I shall remember these days, 
The wonderful days of the prime 
Of life and love, and shall praise 
These hours in the after time. 


I shall remember green leaves, 

And the breeze from the mountain rim, 
And swallows under the eaves, 

When my eyes are growing dim; 


I shall remember, and then, 
The beauty of sky and land 
And life shall come to me when 
I remember and understand. 


SO 


Like Vales of Maryland 


My heart is like the desert peaks when Mar- 
garet’s away, 

They stand throughout eternity, barren and 
cold and gray, ; 

But when her dear face I shall see and clasp 
her loving hand, 

My heart shall bloom in happiness like vales 
of Maryland. 


In the Hollow of His Hand 


Today my heart was crying for the voice of 
love, 

But only heard the accents of the beetling 
cliffs 

And could not understand. 

Love I can understand, 

But the language of the precipices and the 
rocks, 

The language of the wind-swept barrens of the 
peaks, 

I can not understand; 

This only know: 

God holds them in the hollow of His hand. 
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The Unwtitten Word 


When Jesus walked the earth of old 
How many parables He told, 

How many a message kind and true 
He spoke to comfort me and you; 
And yet I think the half He said 
Was never written, never read; 

For oftentimes there comes to me 
Strange peace in earth’s perplexity, 
And then it is as if I heard 

The Blessed Christ’s unwritten word. 
Sometimes at church I hear the song 
Of some sweet singer in the throng, 
Sweeter than I have ever heard; 

It must be Christ’s unwritten word. 
And when the white haired preacher prays 
Tis not the truth of what he says 
That strengthens me my loins to gird 
But it is Christ’s unwritten word. 
After day’s labor, when is gone 

The light, and in the earliest dawn 
Before the whispering of birds, 
Christ calls me with unwritten words. 
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Growing Old 


If Jesus had grown old 
Could He have died for men? 
Would the sweet tale be told 
Of love and mercy when 


The burden of the years 
Upon the cross was hung? 

More bitter were our tears 
Had Jesus not died young. 


The All-Mother 


Out of the heart of Nature came 
The spirit’s pure, aspiring flame; 
Out of the inner elements 

Arose the ecstasies of sense; 

Out of the Universe was born 
The urge of resurrection morn. 
Fear not forever, then, my soul, 
Thou art essential to the whole, 
And from the vision to the stone, 
The Universe will guard her own. 
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In Tuscany 


Beneath the blue of the Italian sky, 
Among the Tuscan hills, white villas lie, 
And olive orchards gray, and looking down, 
One sees the great cathedral and the town, 
Red-roofed, where Petrarch sat alone and cried 
For love of beauteous Laura who had died. 
There wind the narrow streets where some 
brief days 
He sang his sorrow and her own dear praise. 
The milk white villas and the town the same, 
Long since, the noble poet, crowned with fame, 
Has looked with rapture into Laura’s eyes 
Within the gardens fair of Paradise. 
Today with limpid light the sunshine fills 
The town and hollows of the Tuscan hills. 
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The Mighty 


The fleeting is enduring, 
The fragile is the strong, 

A maiden’s glance alluring 
Will pull the world along. 


For time itself is measured,. 
And constellations hung, 

By dreams that we have treasured 
And songs that we have sung. 


A Roman Landscape 


One Summer afternoon at Tivoli 
We leaned upon the casement of the wall 
Of D’Estes villa, not a poplar tree 
Rustled a leaf, the murmer of the fall 
That, like a -maiden’s hair flung to the 
breeze, 
Tumbled in strands of gold, the only sound. 
The air was filled with sunlight, olive trees 
And vineyards decked the hillsides all around. 
Far in the distance rose the shimmering 
dome 
Of Peter’s——where a thousand hosts were 
slain, 


In beauty lay the golden city Rome. 
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°Tis Not Regret 


Tis not regret I feel for visions bright 

Of other years that come to me tonight— 

Should youth and joy be cause to make me 
weep? 

Should flowery countrysides and flocks of 
sheep, | 

And one dear form a-tripping down the lane 

Beside me be the very cause of pain? 


O, moments in the walks of Paradise, 

O, unwept tears because unsceing eyes 

Could not discern how very near was Heav- 
en.— 

"Tis not regret, for joy is freely given, 

But questioning, for even now may be 

Some door of Heaven opened wide for me. 
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God’s Economy 


I could not ask in God’s economy 

That you should journey down the years with 
me, 

For in this moment I have learned to know 

Your soul, and all the years that come and go 

Can never add one whit of beauty bright 

To you so lovely as you are tonight. 

So though we part, I ought not to complain 

If I shall never see your face again 

In all the world, for when Time ends. her 
scroll, 

I know that I shall see and love your soul. 


Parenthood 


When the dread hour of pain passed through, 
The mother feels a being new 

Within her arms, they say that she 
Rejoices in her destiny; 

And when the poet from his brain 

Brings forth a thought in toil and pain, 

A living thought, he too has known 

A joy as sweet as mothers own. 
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The Future 


I noticed in my gardening my eyes were al- 
ways yearning 

Not toward the flowers that were in bloom but 
toward the ones a-turning 

Just into bud. When like the burning bush of 
ancient story, 

The crimson flowers of the quince burst forth 
in all their glory, 

I spent full many an hour, I fear, a-standing 
in the cold 

Examining Japonica and watching for its gold; 

But when at last it decked itself, a splendid 
mass of yellow, 

Solicitously I attended morn and eve its fel- 
low, 

Graceful spirea, to observe unfold the leafy 
lining 

' For its white sprays—so passed the weeks— 
and now I am repining, 

For Spring has come and gone again with all 
its joy and wonder, 

And living in the future, I have missed it! 
What a blunder! 
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A Wife 
God gave me a soul to be my mate 
In the gleams of the morning, in watches late 
Of the night, in the simple daily cares, 
In the anguish of the spirit’s prayers. 
God sent me a soul that I might know 
His soul, the secret of high and low, 
For in the soul that God sent to me 
I saw His heart in epitome. 


The Simple Things 


O, to be happy once again, 
O, to be young and free; 

To have no care for the words of men, 
To be as I used to be; 


A playfellow of the sun and rain, 
A child of the Autumn breeze, 

Rich with the gold of the ripened grain; 
Canopied by the trees. 


O, to have done with the lore that brings 
But an added load of care, 

O, to return to the simple things, 
The fields and the open air. 
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Reversion 


November evenings when the mists are falling 
About the leafless branches of the trees, 

I seem to hear primeval voices calling 
From the soft billows of the tropic seas. 


When Winter with a bitter blast is whirling 
Myriads of flakes like swarms of angry bees, 

I seem to hear the plash of billows curling 
And breaking in the-climes of tropic seas. 


When burning rays of Summer sun are beat- 
ing 
White flames upon the meadows and the 
leas, 
I feel my inner fancy oft retreating 
Back to the cooling waves of southern seas. 


For life’s first cradle whence we’ve long been 
straying 
*Mid cold and heat and all anxieties, 
Was the cerulean billow gently swaying 
In everlasting calm of tropic seas. 
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A May Morning 


‘When you and I strolled in the park today, 
All purple were the lilacs by the way. 

The crimson maples rose from banks of green; 
You were in white, the virgin morn serene 
Seemed mirrored in your face, for all of May 
To you and me was given with today. 


The Spting 


Like water welling from a mountain spring, 
As clear as crystal and as fresh as dew, 
So is the cheer, dear Heart, you always bring 
To me; so is your love so strong and true. 
A spring half hidden in a shaded glen 
Where mountain violets and bluebells grow 
You always seem to me, dear Sweetheart, when 
Upon the stony summit path I go. 
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- It Might Have Been 


I should have told that merry jest 
Unte the friend I love the best, 

But something happened and deferred 
The speaking of that pleasant word, 
And now the moment has gone by 
For thoughts unspoken often die. 


I should have told how much I cared 
For one who all my. burdens shared 
But something happened and my praise 
Lies buried with forgotten days. 


I should have kissed her when we strayed 
Beneath the sycamore’s cool shade, 

But something happened and deterred 
The impulse and the faltering word, 
And now no act of mine can prove 
Forever my unspoken love. 


Often what trifles come between 
What is and that which might have been! 
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Motoring Through New York 


Such happiness the angels know 
When at the voice of God they go 
Over the hills and valleys wide, 
The rivers and the countryside, 
Past peaceful farms along shaded ways 
To gather flowers of His praise; 
Such is the happiness I feel 
Swiftly gliding with hand on wheel— 
Or is it because I seem to go 
Into the life of long ago 
Or to ride through a story sweet and old 
In forgotten books or by mother told? 
Or, as if, perhaps, my very soul 
Were lost in a landscape rare by Cole? 
Surely these hours I retrace 
Part of the gladness of my race. 
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Chrysanthemums 


In May the drab chrysanthemums 
Attain their growth; the Summer comes, 
And all its tides of color flood 

The garden, but without a bud, 

Like some poor outcast gray and dumb, 
Abides the dull chrysanthemum; 

And e’en when Autumn, golden eyed, 
Brings purple asters, and her pride, 
The soul-flower white and lavender, 
Chrysanthemums have made no stir. 
But when November scatters frost 

And dead leaves by cold winds are tossed, 
A wonderful immortal power 

Thrills deeply the late-autumn flower, 
And brilliant, thousand-hued appear 
The loveliest blossoms of the year. 


Shay 


Home 


From all the strife and care 
We're going home; 

From sorrow everywhere 
We're going home. 

From all the years 

Furrowed with tears 
We're going home. 


Home where our Loved have gone, 
We're going there; 

To the eternal Geel 
Where all that’s fair, 

Freed from earth’s chains, 

In beauty reigns, 
We're going there. 
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The Communion 


I saw the congregation file 

To the altar, up the aisle, 

And O! the pity of that crowd, 

With eyes averted, faces bowed; 
Living in mental darkness dense, 
That worship ancient ignorance; 
Destined to fear and life’s short span, 
Worship as God—another man; 
Weeping in sorrow and the loss 

Of all earth’s beauty—worship the cross. 
This is the modern miracle, 

Super- and yet sub-natural. 
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Over and Over 


Over and over do the seasons bring 
Their flowers and their frosts; and love 
today 
And fame and beauty that the poets sing 
Long since were sung, long since have passed 
away. 


Over and over is the duty done 
That every day returns, and all the years 
That come and pass so swiftly one by one 
Bring but their tale of laughter and of tears. 
And yet, some moments when I do behold 
The generations of the world pass by 
With measured step, e’en as they did of old, 
Out of our view into eternity, 


I stand in wonder and I seem to see 
Things that before were never known to me. 


Sea-Shells 


Like the low voices of the sea 
Your woman’s beauty speaks to me 
And dumbly and alone I stand, 
Wond’ring upon the golden sand. 


Like voices from eternity 

Come the low murmers of the sea, 
Yet all its deepest tides and swells 
Cast at my feet but pink sea-shells. 


Main Stcreet 


I was too happy in the busy hours 
Spent in the daily task, was too content, 
In early evening, working with my flowers, 
Over a heliotrope or pansy bent. 


I was too happy with the common friend, 
Too happy with that little girl of mine, 
In evening quietude with labor’s end, 
To read a tale of love or scan a line 


Of poetry; but one day something broke 
And in a dazed stupor long I lay, 

Until one stormy morning I awoke 
And o’er my spirit dawned another day 
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When on a mountain top I stood alone 
And dark clouds rolled against a darker sky, 
While mighty pine trees bowed with fearful 
moan 
Before the voices of the god on high. 


And then I seemed to be in other places, 
The barren hills, the mountains red and 
bare, 
The golden sand dunes of the desert places, 
But God was round about and everywhere. 


Again, I seemed to be upon the sea, 
Ink-black the mighty billows rising, falling, 
The world a sapphire star appeared to me, 
But white upon the winds the gulls were 
calling. 


Yes, I awoke, and o’er my spirit came 
A high resolve to end the “Main Street” 
story, 
And let the breath of Nature like a flame 
Of dawning tip my wings with hues of glory. 
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History 


She turns the pages year by year, 
And all the ways of man appear, 
From the low jungle-man—the brute— 
To comely Eve, a-nibbling fruit 
That was forbidden. There began 
The moral destiny of man. 

Down through the years the pages run 
Past the walled towers of Babylon 
And linger for a little while 

By the white temples of the Nile. 
Then, for their changes never cease, 
Show us “the glory that was Greece.” 
And Roman legions, line on line, 
Yield to the fair men of the Rhine; 
When lo, the Middle Ages ope 

Dim in the shadow of the Pope. 

And then succeeds the age of coal 
Marring the whiteness of the soul, 
Until man, with biology, 

Attempts to make the spirit free. 
Thus do Time’s pages swift unfold 
The tale that yet has not grown old. 


—What sigh, what yearnings shall ascend 
When History softly reads “The End’? 
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To the Radicals 


O, Children, you should not be tearing 
Your pretty books; it is not daring 

To break your dolls and painted wagons 
And act like naughty little dragons; 

But you should learn your sums and spelling 
And hark to what the wise are telling; 
And if you would create some beauty, 
You can not do it spurning duty, 

For the strong laws of all the ages 

Are written in the poet’s pages, 

And never yet did unschooled scoffer 
Have anything worthwhile to offer. 
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Fame 


The sacrifice of ease 
Seeking titles and degrees 
Has brought me more of sorrow than of joy, 
But all care and worry falls 
When a silvery accent calls: 
“Sweetheart Bunnie,” “Bunnie Dear,” and 
“Bunnie Boy.” 


For Professor, Doctor, Sir, 
Do not matter much to her, 
Since of happiness she thinks they’re but 
alloy ; 
And so I would rather be 
More than lord of land and sea, 
“Sweetheart Bunnie,” “Bunnie Dear,’ and 
“Bunnie Boy.” 
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The Wounded 


They bear them in, and blood and powder 
stain 

Begrime young faces all convulsed with pain. 

Out in the front exultant victors cry, 

But these are borne within the lines to die. 


Yet they too fought, they too deserve the 
praise 
Of those who sow with tears for happier days. 


They bear them in, the wounded sons of peace, 
Broken in body, with the last release 

Stamped on their pale, sad faces; from afar 
Comes the glad shouting where the victors are. 


Yet these too fought, these too deserve to be 
Partakers in the joy of victory. 
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A Duet 


“States change as change their songs” a wise 
man said, 

Knowing that men live not alone by bread; 

Perchance he saw some slave with drooping 
head 

And pain-scarred face, when throbbing har- 
mony 

Of distant strains of music filled the air, 

Look up as though light shone upon despair. 

Perchance he felt, to hear the old bards sing 

Of mighty men in war and wandering, 

His arm long feeble once more growing strong, 

His own heart brave in following the song. 

And so, dear friend, this evening when we 
played 

The wordless song of Mendelssohn I prayed 

That in our lives from day to day might be 

A sweeter touch, a finer bravery. 
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A Prayer 


O, give me Life, Life,—no less— 
The struggle and push in the press 
Of the crowd, let me too have a part 
In the toil of the city’s mart. 

Let the measured beat and the roar 
Of the great mills be more and more 
A part of my soul, let me be 
Oftentimes where the winds blow free, 
In the mystic fields where began 
The life of the primal man, 

Where in distant blue is unfurled 
The horizon of the world. 


The Night ' 


How beautiful the night! 
That smooths the furrows of the day, 
That broods upon the dusty way, 
And rests the weary sight. 


How beautiful the night! 
That brings the mystic shadows where 
Were but the marts of toil and care, 
How fairer than the light! 
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